fifty years old and has had at least two hundred lovers.
That is unpleasant,, of course. The circus girls are better
than the actresses. They are almost always younger and
more supple. . . /'
He was apparently an authority on the subject. Even
I, a hardened sinner, who has wallowed in so much vice in
my time, had something to learn from him.
"And how do you like poetry?"" I asked.
"Poetry?" he echoed, looking down at his shoes and
frowning. He thought for a moment, raised his head and
showing all his teeth at once,, went on: "Poems? Ah, yes!
I like poems. Life will be very jolly, if everybody begins
to publish ads in verse.M
"Who is your favourite poet?''"' I hurried on to the next
question.
The old man looked at mef in confusion, and asked
slowly:
"What did you say?"
I repeated my question.
"Hm . . . you are a very amusing fellow!" said he,
shaking his head dubiously. "Why should I like any poet?
And why should any particular poet be liked?"
"I beg your pardon!" said I, mopping my perspiring
forehead. "I meant to ask what is your favourite book,
that is, apart from your checkbook. ..."
"Ah! That is quite a different matter!" he agreed.
"The two books I like best are the Bible and the Ledger.
They are equally stimulating for the mind. As soon as you
take them up you feel that they possess a strength that
gives you everything you need."
"He's making sport of meP' I thought and looked
squarely into his face. No. The eyes dispelled every doubt as
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